The vice consul was completely at home now in the   145
New World. He had forgotten about his contribution to
life and letters. He was pouring me another drink.
Had the gentleman tailor ever gone to a ball game, I
inquired. He hadn't. Well, he surely must have heard of
Christy Matthewson—or Walter Johnson?. He hadn't.
Had he ever heard of a spit-ball? He hadn't. Or a home
run? He hadn't. I threw the sofa cushions around on the
parlor floor—first, second, third base and home plate. I
dusted the plate with the napkin. I put on my cage. I
caught a fast one right over the plate. Strike! Two more
and he's out, I explained. I threw off the mask and ran .
towards the infield. I looked up through the roof and I
saw the ball dropping out of the planet Pluto. I caught it
with one hand and threw it to the short stop. He's out, I
saii, it was a fly. Three more innings to go. How about a
little pop corn? Have a bottle of pop, then? I took out a
package of Spearmint and. I stuck a rib in my throat.
Always buy Wrigley's, I said, it lasts longer. Besides,
they spend $5,oob,cxx>,963.oo a .year for advertising.
Gives people work. Keeps the subways dean. . . . How
about the Carnegie Library? Would you like'to pay a
visit to the library? Five million, ,six hundred and ninety
eight thousand circulating subscribers. Every book thor-
oughly bound, filed, annotated, fumigated and wrapped
in cellophane-.Andrew Carnegie gave it to the City of
New York in memory of the Homestead Riots. He was
a poor boy who worked his way to the top. He never knew
a day of joy. He was a very great millionaire who proved
that it pays to work hard and savq your pennies. He was
wrong, but that doesn't make any difference. He's dead
now and he left us a chain of libraries which makes the
Working people more intelligent, more cultured, more
informed, in short, more miserable and unhappy than

